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necessary. The wet trunks and knapsacks were adopted as seats;
a part of the tired wanderers placed themselves upon the floor.
Wilhelm had sat down upon some steps; Mignon lay upon his
knees. The child was restless; and, when he asked what ailed
her, she answered: " I am hungry." He himself had nothing that
could still the craving of the child; the rest of the party had con-
sumed their whole provision; so he was obliged to leave the little
traveller without refreshment. Through the whole adventure he
had been inactive, silently immersed in thought. He was very
sullen, and full of indignant regret that he had not kept by his
first determination, and remained at the inn, though he should
have slept in the garret.
The rest demeaned themselves in various ways. Some of them
had got a heap of old wood collected within a vast gaping chimney
in the hall; they set fire to the pile with great huzzaing. Unhap-
pily, however, their hopes of warming and drying themselves by
means of it, were mocked in the most frightful manner. The
chimney, it appeared, was there for ornament alone, and was
walled-up above; so the smoke rushed quickly back, and at once
filled the whole chamber. The dry wood rose crackling into
flames; the flame was also driven back; the draught sweeping
through the broken windows gave it a wavering direction. Terri-
fied lest the Castle should catch fire, the unhappy guests had to
tear the burning sticks asunder, to smother and trample them
under their feet; the smoke increased; their case was rendered
more intolerable than before; they were driven to the brink of
desperation.
Wilhelm had retreated from the smoke into a distant chamber;
to which Mignon soon followed him, leading in a well-dressed ser-
vant, with a high clear double-lighted lantern in his hand. He
turned to Wilhelm, and holding out to him some fruits and con-
fectionery on a beautifol porcelain plate : <c The young lady up-
stairs/* said he, " sends you this, with the request that you would
join her party: she bids me tell you," added the lacquey, with a
sort of grin, " that she is very well off yonder, and wishes to divide
her enjoyments with her friends."
Wilhelm had not at all expected such a message; for, ever
since the adventure on the stone bench, he had treated Philina
with the most decided contempt: he was still so resolute to have
no more concern with her, that he thought of sending back her
dainty gifts untasted, when a supplicating look of Mignon's in-

